
STOP 



Early Journal Content on JSTOR, Free to Anyone in the World 

This article is one of nearly 500,000 scholarly works digitized and made freely available to everyone in 
the world by JSTOR. 

Known as the Early Journal Content, this set of works include research articles, news, letters, and other 
writings published in more than 200 of the oldest leading academic journals. The works date from the 
mid-seventeenth to the early twentieth centuries. 

We encourage people to read and share the Early Journal Content openly and to tell others that this 
resource exists. People may post this content online or redistribute in any way for non-commercial 
purposes. 

Read more about Early Journal Content at http://about.jstor.org/participate-jstor/individuals/early- 
journal-content . 



JSTOR is a digital library of academic journals, books, and primary source objects. JSTOR helps people 
discover, use, and build upon a wide range of content through a powerful research and teaching 
platform, and preserves this content for future generations. JSTOR is part of ITHAKA, a not-for-profit 
organization that also includes Ithaka S+R and Portico. For more information about JSTOR, please 
contact support@jstor.org. 



MAY IN THE CITY 



THE NEWCOMERS 



Spring has come in the city; 
And the sun and the rain, 

And a thousand spirits swarming from God knows where, 
Push the buried grasses 
And pull them, 
Calling: "Go out! jump out!" 
And these little ones break through, 
Wink at us and taunt: 
"We are naked, fresh, and green, 
And you are not!" 

LOVE-LYRIC 

Stir! 
Shake off sleep! 

Your eyes are the soul of clear waters — 
Pigeons 
In a city street. 

Suns now dead 
Have tucked away of their gold for your hair: 
My buried mouth still tastes their fires. 



A tender god built your breasts — 
Apples of desire; 
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POETRY: A Magazine of Verse 

Their whiteness slakes the throat; 
Their form soothes like honey. 

Wake up! 
Or the song-bird in my heart 
Will peck open the shell of your dreams. 

Sleep, my own, 
Soaring over rivers of fire! 
Sleep, my own, 
Wading waters of gold ! 

Joy is in my heart — 
It flutters around in my soul. 
. . . Softly— 
I hear the rosy dreams . . . 



MIDNIGHT 

Midnight. The air is still, 
And yet there seems to be a sound 
Brooding in it, tearing. I hear it 
With all my quivering body 
But not with my ears. 

Suddenly it bursts — muffled, hoarse, detached 
From any earthly object. 
It is spring 
Charging through the night. 
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